586                    A   GLASTONBURY  ROMANCE
There was an extremely large and very decorative canvas pa-
vilion at each end of the grassy stage where the Pageant was
now beginning and from these the players emerged and into
these they retreated as occasion demanded. These huge tents had
been copied from old books of chivalry; from the tops of them
floated many bright-coloured streamers and the fluttering canvas
that composed them was painted with heraldic symbols. It was
from the interior of the western one of these two pavilions that
John Crow watched in consternation the march of these hostile
banners. He despatched a messenger for Tom Barter who was in
the other tent and when Tom arrived, crossing the grassy stage
with a great deal of haste and not a little awkwardness, the only
thing he could suggest was that they should get the police away
from the caravans as speedily as possible.
"But why haven't they come already?" demanded John.
"They don't realise what's up," cried Tom. "How should they?
They think it's a deputation to the Mayor or something! They're
strangers. They don't know the town. They think it's part of the
affair . . . those flags and so on! They think it's part of our
performance!"
The two men went to the western entrance of the great heraldic
tent and held open the sail-cloth hangings and stared helplessly
at the disturbance. They could hear contentious voices from the
invaded front rows! They could see figures on their feet among
them. John, concerned for Mary, caught sight of the unmistak-
able figure of Miss Drew brandishing her parasol. "But good
God, old man," cried Barter, "look at them coming across the
field! They're pouring througfi the hedge! We're being hustled
by the populace. There's no doubt about it! Philip's been rous-
ing the mob to break things up, since his police are no good."
"What are you all doing?" John cried now, turning fiercely
round on the actors with whom the tent was crowded. It was
the moment for the opening dumb show of the Pageant, which
consisted of a concourse of people in mediaeval dress gathered
to watch the Coronation of Arthur and Gwenevere. The part of
Gwenevere was taken by the tallest young lady in Wollop's, but
for the role of Arthur, Ned Athling had brought from his own
village his father's foreman, a majestic-looking middle-aged in-